298                           SALAMMBO.
it was swollen wide, and the west wind had not been blowing. Some swam across, others floated on their bucklers, and they resumed their march. Night fell. They could no longer be seen.
However, the Barbarians did not pause, but ascended the stream, searching for a shallow place to ford. The people of Tunis hurried up to help them, bringing those of Utica with them At every clump of bushes their number increased, and the Carthaginians, lying on the ground, could hear the tramp of feet in the darkness. From time to time, in order to make their pursuers slacken their pace, Barca fired back upon them a volley of arrows, thereby killing many. When day broke they were in the Mountains of Ariana, at the point where the road made an elbow.
Then Matho, marching at the head of his troops, believed that he distinguished in the horizon something green on the summit of an eminence. The earth sloped; obelisks, domes, and houses appeared ! It was Carthage! His heart beat so furiously, that he supported himself against a tree to keep from falling.
He thought of all that had happened in his existence since the last time that he had passed there * It was an infinite surprise, an amazement. Then a joy carried him away at the idea that he should again see Salammbo. His past reasons for execrating her now flooded his memory, but he peremptorily rejected them. Quivering in every fibre, and with straining eyes, he contemplated beyond Esch-moun the high terrace of a palace above the palms. An ecstatic smile illumined his face, as though some great radiant light had fallen over him ; he opened